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SPARROW 
By Ronnie M. Lane 
The baseball game was over and the diamond was 
deserted. Only a long scar in the base line caused by a 
slide into second, and the dust and gravel covering 
home plate, gave evidence that until a few minutes 
ago the field had been covered by eight small players 
with second hand gloves and two busted, taped bats. 
It was about five in the afternoon and most of their 
fathers were due home in a few minutes for dinner. 
Most of the boys were in a dead run to get home first 
to finish cutting the lawn or cleaning the basement or 
take out the garbage, which had been their fathers' 
last request before they left that morning for work. 
Pete, however, had no chore waiting for him so he 
took his time crossing the large field to 44th street. 
He took his hat off of his head and slapped it a 
couple of times against his faded jeans. A cloud of 
dust flew from both. He replaced the hat and pushed 
his sliding glasses back up his nose. His eyes wandered 
across the field in front of him. It was late in August 
and even worse than most lawns on his street, the 
park was almost completely burnt by too little rain 
and too much sun. As his sneakered feet shuffled 
through knee high brown weeds, a multitude of grass­
hoppers fled his presence. Occasionally one was too 
slow and never had opportunity to leap again. 
He stopped. A sparrow landed in the grass a few 
feet in front of him. He took the bat from his 
shoulder slowly. Hooked on its end was his glove, and 
inside that the baseball. The latter he pulled free and 
crept slowly forward. He let fly with the baseball just 
as the bird became aware of him and took flight. The 
ball hit it squarely in the back. Two feathers flew free 
and the sparrow fluttered to the ground, quivering. 
He could not believe his luck! That was a million to 
one shot! 
He ran to the downed bird and picked it up by the 
feet. It was still alive, but both wings appeared to be 
broken. He retrieved the ball and put it back in to his 
glove. Actually he was at a loss as to what to do with 
the bird, since he hadn't figured on hitting it in the 
first place. It was suffering and he could not mend its 
wings nor take it home with him. Kill it, that was the 
only solution; but how? He lifted the baseball bat 
from his shoulder and shook the glove and ball to the 
ground. He tossed the bird into the air; his right foot 
slid forward as the bat swung evenly across his chest. 
The sparrow franticly flapped its broken wings as it 
rose from the hand that tossed it, and began to 
plummet to the ground like a snapped cable car. He 
dragged the bat through the tall weeds until he 
reached 44th street. By that time only a dark stain 
remained opposite the trademark. It might have been 
shoe polish or anything. As he crossed the street 
wondered what was for supper. He hoped it wasn't 
Sunday left-overs again. 
28 29 
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